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with the weakness of trying to conceal the cause of her
death. I have heard no particulars of her will. I believe
she had little to bequeath, nor has given but trifling legacies
from her son. This is an important event only in this
neighbourhood, and that only as it serves for conversation.
If you correspond with a villager, you must, now and then,
Madam, take up with our gossipry.

Another on our list of burials is a Sir Patrick Hamilton.
His history is curious. He has an estate of 1,800Z. a year
in Ireland, but has lodged at Twickenham for three or four
years, watching impatiently an ancient uncle, who has some
money. The old gentleman, formerly a captain in the
Scotch Greys, is now eighty-eight, but as beautiful and
sleek as Melchisedec when he was not above two hundred,
and he walks four or five miles every day, and looks as if
he would outlive his late heir for a quarter of a century
more. Sir Patrick was knighted when Mayor of Dublin.
His lady is still more parsimonious. In his mayoralty, he
could not persuade her to buy a new gown. The pride of
the Hamiltons surmounted the penury of the Highlands.
He bought a silk that cost five-and-fifty shillings a yard,
but told his wife it cost but forty. In the evening she
displayed it to some of her female acquaintance. ' Forty
shillings a yard! Lord, Madam/ said one of them, ' I would
give five-and-forty myself.' 'Would you, Madam? You
shall have it at that price.' Judge how Sir Patrick was
transported, when he returned at night, and she bragged of
the good bargain she had made !

Mr. Brown has shown me his designs for improving
Belvoir Castle. They show judgement, and would le magnifi-
cent. I asked whence the funds were to arise, for I hear
the Duke's6 exchequer is extremely empty. Sir Sampson
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